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LIONEL. Why lingerest them, and stay est the stroke of death 1
My honour thou hast taken, take my life :
Tis in thy hands to take it; I want not mercy.

[She gives Jiim a sign with her hand to depart.
Fly from thee ? Owe thee my life ?    Die rather !

JOANNA [her face turned away].
I will not remember that thou owedst
Thy life to me.

LIONEL.        I hate thee and thy gift.
I want not mercy.    BLilt thy enemy,
Who meant to kill thee, who abhors thee !

JOANNA. Kill me, and fly !

LIONEL.                              Ha I    How is this ?

JOANNA [hides her face].                                   Woe's me !

LIONEL [approaches her].
Thou killest every Briton, I have heard,
Whom thou subdu'st in battle : why spare me ?

JOANNA [lifts her sword with a rapid movement against him,
lut quickly lets it sink again, when she observes his
face"]. 0 Holy Yirgin !

LIONEL.                                              Wherefore namest thou

The Yirgin ? She knows nothing of thee ; Heaven
Has nought to say to thee.

JOANNA [in violent anguish"].   What have I done !
My vow, my vow is broke !                [Wrings her hands in despair.

LIONEL [looks at her with sympathy, and comes nearer].

Unhappy girl!

I pity thee ; thou touchest me; thou showodst
Mercy to me alone.    My hate is going :
I am constrained to feel for thee.    Who art thou ?
Whence comest thou ?

JOANNA.                    Away !    Begone !

LIONEL.                                                  Thy youth,

Thy beauty melt and sadden me; thy look
Goes to my heart: I could wish much to save thee;
Tell me how I may!    Come, come with me !   Forsake
This horrid business; cast away those arms !